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But for the Quiet 

Anodynes in a voice heard from childhood, 
telling of a place most desired without 
shape or form but with a sense of what it 
might smell like, from no distance at all. 
A jargon of boundaries drawn in caricature 
of fatted phantoms leaving flesh out on 
the limb. Funding a mote in the eye 
roaming headlines for news of what 
surfaces only to breathe. In a language 
skewed to the colorful, punctuating a 
dearth in a desperately measured breath, 
to still in the mind as it were a frozen relic, 
stealthily pocketed in a parka worn to 
meet the sun halfway. As lips are read 
to sound surrender. Too much room to 
grow lonely in a milky way of walking. 
Leading most anyone to believe. In the 
toehold to an ellipsis of endings that 
never do or don't, but by virtue of 
of reaching a quizzical mass in being 
able to say. From the corner office 
of an eye for quality occupied by 
suggestive shapes. Arduously 
tailored to a handcrafted 
tolling of bells. 



Someday 



Innocuous grumbling playing gravel 
on a road toward thinking the pain 
is worth its weight in cure. A smiley 
face come to haunt the head the 
horseman lost counting to four. Dry 
as desert swoon at sights beholding 
to the I of the story. In saffron 
approaches to an explosion of color, 
leaving a wont of gray to putty the 
cracks. Threads woofing to join a 
tapestry of falls that never hit the 
ground. Receding afoul of assorted 
bylaws of inertia, conceding sticking 
points to the salve of years. In a 
stumble to the fore as the skinny 
legged do, to suit strides contrived 
from sleepwalks through to 
morning. Polling an audience of 
echoes plotting revolt against the 
message run amok. A mover of 
people and persons too. At a 
livable tangent to lyrics roaming 
the hallways of a melody. A night 
out on air catching breath by the 
nape of the next. Longings slowly 
rendered into fears shedding 
tears like a clown. 



Coming to Your Yah Yah 



A quilt of ad hominems keeping orphans warm. 
Defending the static quotient by which the infinite 
shrinks, to fit a premise the power finds palatable. 
A swamp of normalcy, belching undigested bits of 
the enigma, into a miasma leading one by one to 
believe. In a gel of the disparate on old time knees 
bent to keep from breaking for the door. 
Bequeathing a passage through the glaze of 
particulars. Slippery in sliding the wont beneath 
the guise of rounded days. A desultory elegance 
presumed an antidote to the clamor as the hour 
runs out of options past tock. Deadened nerves 
taking the temperature at its word. By virtue of 
corollaries, mimicking the topography of inner 
landscapes, sculpted by emotive elements 
periodically sweeping the table, to sabotage a self 
on loan from the way it's supposed to be. In 
keeping the portals clear for the to and fro of the 
unseen but felt, in the myriad tangents of fear 
catching up to the word in a cloud of omens. As 
it needs to be in order. Only the context turning. 
To ferret out what's lurking between the greenery 
and the grass. Sponsoring a face for the occasion 
thought unreachable, by hands or feet, the 
writhing in the tumult, tending the blink of 
the steed embodying the metaphor for the 
grid giving the void that special place to 
come home to. 



On a Scale 

The icing on a medicinal pose, stilling life 
for the capture of a quintessence distilled, 
a cherished moment sustained by a 
language gone up in smoke. A loophole in 
the gravity collective moments muster for 
revery. Static as gospel in the dark. Against 
the whole grain of what's been stomached, 
true to a form rich in a charade of 
nutrients stroking the will to glower at 
the hours lost. The ulterior blessings. Borne 
on the sweetened breath of a filtered news, 
strained to a low hum, as down payment on 
a music to be heard only when one's alone. 
Come to by way of getting to a point on the 
ocean it's time to swim in the voices as you 
know them in your ear to so often say. 



Canticles of Tweety Bird 

The dawn humbling the ugly in a subplot to breakfast, the vernacular 
over easy. Succumbing to a caress in absentia left as legacy, to roil on the 
anesthetic plateaus of a common sense. On the crystal balls of those feet 
that know where they're going, when the fire alarm sounds like the call of 
the loon. A whimper still bursting with flavor. Stippling the remoteness of 
cherished moments. The safe side of a callous worn as armor, to atherapy 
for tender feet in the quicksand of sensation steering the bus towards the 
beach. A vista one blink removed. Paradox with wings and a flight plan. 
The russet apple in the weathered hand with bones shopping for the 
taste of home. Tactile theorems only touched upon in pointing out the 
window. A jagged variant of a pulse brushing up against a time, for 
turning ploughshares into a music you can dance to. 



Bull's Eye 



Palatable presumptions putting a weltanschaung 
in the window with a little dirt to roll around in. 
Friend to the festoonery pointing past pain at what 
the pedestrians can see. The slow crawl of traffic 
reflected back upon at walking speed, down aisles 
of produce making do as food for thinking so. That 
parameters hold water to their promise, of a 
wading pool of candidates to be anointed by tides 
of foreseeable change. A trajectory checked in the 
glass for alien incursions into the homecoming of 
causes dressed in the effects they've earned. 
Abiding by what's possible measured in response 
to expectations of the miracle growth of rare 
gems on the windowdressed moon. Question 
marks left on the way it is as put together 
by a belief there is a center the swirl 
of the earth holds dear. 



Cold Hands 

A hawkish caress furrowing a gash dividing limbs from lives of the party. 
From a pedestal of justice starching salutes to bannered turf. Smoldering 
with ambience to give the morning color. To corral the meaning 
stretched teetering to the beat, the twitch in homage to a trauma. A 
simple verity, in lieu of falling short of making sense do its dance for the 
people. To better balance a juggler's gift with a hand in changing hats, 
flooding the margins to the rearing of contingencies in the nursery, 
homunculi in the boomtowns clustered in the glorious dwarfspeak of 
tomorrow. Or else the nothingness everyone is running from. Through 
the variously addled fronds of the topiaries, mistaken for a wilderness on 
the harsh expanse of the portico extending its greetings to us all. 



Breaking 



Opening chasms to tourists to beat the humdrum 
into the cracks in the story, of how the valley became 
so well acquainted with death. At a doable angle 
from the will to proceed through the primrose and 
onto the shards of glass houses, baring it all to the 
rudiments. Requisite mandibles chewing the lard 
off the cheek turned to pudding, in the turning for 
good. A minstrel's alibi at a moment of silence. The 
moon running roughshod over the likelihood of 
rain bringing its buckets for the trip down the 
stairs. Calculating the ratio of baby to bathwater 
thrown. The last best chance to take a bend in 
the road at its word. Well into the uninhabitable 
zone predicated upon the parallax skewing the 
relationship of a to z, to honeybees in the 
bonnet buzzing with news that never 
grows old. 



Cry Quiz 

Yeoman mourners sensually referred to in the seeming 
absence, questioning the lock on comprehension without 
losing sense of the pain being pushed aside. The fire ice 
counts on to melt into the arms of the enemy. Reading a 
road map on a sidewalk skirting responsibility for the traffic 
ahead of the curve. Exploiting the captions to daylight for 
what they never say. Putting a peep on a leash to appease 
the silence, through a shift work of sands concealing the 
rose of the moment. The best foot forwarding messages, 
ambling through the woods under glass the light shines 
upon but never through. An earthy twist to the voice 
thrown from the tallest building to sound as if it's 
coming home. 



Tilling the Ergos 

Conflated sermons saying it all tastes 
like yesterday's fedora, feeding multitudes 
with the tip of a hat. A hunch, preceded 
only by the birth of light as feathers in 
the air. The tremulous fat of the land 
gone to lard in the cupboard, carrying 
the weight fleshing out the skeletal, 
to assume a seat taken at random 
from the tabled motion of the stars. 
A flippant awe addending 
miniatures to the tail end of an 
epic, pairing its fatigue with the age. 
The diluted tingle of a sentiment 
estranged on an island built by 
many hands. A flood stemmed to 
a trickle, by the having said out 
loud to those who hear the 
crisp of clarity, in the being there 
that here can hide from darkness 
in the liminal as we speak. 



dismembrance 



Colors between colors 
without a name. Flexing muscles weaned 
swelling belly's brawn, wielding weight to 
argue worth. Form fiddling around an old 
melody. What aches with familiarity. Darning 
thread's meander to evade capture in the fabric. 
A silence anchoring an amorphous text, of those 
living words that leave the bewildered wondering. 
Red inklings deducted from afterthoughts. Inured 
to the extraneous ripples giving fabric texture, the 
desperate gestures gelded as decorative for 
purposes of guiding eyes to that safe place, 
beholding only to the varying potency ascribed 
to memories thereof. The wounds sustained 
perceiving the lushness, in hopes of growing 
buoyant when the ground gives way its due 
in time. 



* 



Wanton and off center field of study carving the goodness 
of premises, saving heads the trouble of thinking it might 
be otherwise. A phantom rabbit out of a hole cut in paper 
to resemble the good earth coming to grips with its temper. 
The subtle fuzz of elemental rages barely contained beneath 
the surface of exceptions, to the rule of thumbs opposably 
pointing the way to where it's done. In increments destined 
to uphold the sequential priorities there imposes on the 
here of dreams. The now of yesterday, putting the calendar 
on notice the time will pass its inspection, if taken slowly 
through the narrows weeding out the hours lost on 
neither here nor there, but where it only seems to 
matter in the end. 



Catching Yourself 

A syrupy palaver left over schmoozy moon, 
shedding honey on what's said in jest. Deep 
in the mystery of what it means to be reluctant 
when asking, for just enough air to breathe a 
word in support, of the nearly voided in the 
grander scheme, enveloping qualms and 
quibbles like clouds a head, lost looking for 
equivalents to what it's never felt. Coated with 
entendre saved for later. Incensed by the smell 
cloying perfume's inroads. Keeping the sugar 
bowl full of little inquisitions of the sour, for 
having puckered lips renouncing the saccharine 
coattails of a ghost. Never thought of, in passing 
over rivers caught up in a lazy rush to the sea, 
not even when the rains come knocking down 
doors to perception, of plain ground as paradise, 
to see the sun break through a plot line of floods 
to come with many fingers grasping at the land, 
until it's slowly swallowed, whole like a biscuit 
feeding the fury by which it's consumed and 
having chosen not to breathe, a faint memory 
of the taste escorts hunger to preeminence in 
the hierarchy of breathe or don't eat too much 
before dinner. 



An Elusive Number 

There and a good start to the morning taking the 
momentum to please, as opportunity to escape rigors 
imposed by affections for peering inside what's hollow. A 
good rain come dressed as a wet spot in a theory of how 
the desert came to be. To more voluptuously assess the 
criteria by which sea level is determined, to be a factor 
in the drowning of those who can't find their footing, 
running like water. Sinking like feelings made to last 
for the fleeting as it were in a sum within reach. 



Taking the Q 



A roundtrip summons quartering horses for barbeque 
in the fatted slant of summer light. The joke's angle of 
incline to be lenient with the numbing, when the hurt 
comes all at once. Virtual mayhem breaking chimera 
bones. Chock full circle life leaves wafting from the 
center to the whole. As if humpty's world were symmetrical. 
The score kept in formaldehyde. A slow turning pages in the 
book that doesn't come by way of explanation. Colors 
holstered. A Braille of aroma. Fortnights without a stick to 
hide behind. Polka dotting a myth with an ellipsis. Was it 
murder? Or something serious. Rounding up the smell of 
bread. One branch past the tree's ability to extend its 
welcome to those unable to take wing in the thought. 



Ascetic Text 



Micromanaging to survive on a tofu of simple yearnings. 
A projected pause wearing a carrot for courage, in being 
beaten with a stick impaling the future on a twig of wiggle 
room. The gateway to a nod condoning a clarity of strides, 
made from the nuances of stumbling into the hazy on good 
days. The big wave beneath the breath cresting in a muffled 
roar. The awkwardly steep in salvaging a step up on, then 
over the long courses of the bad nipping at the heels of 
every tomorrow thereafter. A stooge on a payroll of cooings 
heralding the arrival, on the flipside of an epiphany coming 
to conclusions of its own sterile blend of wisp and image. A 
clearing of the forest at the back of the throat, destined to 
grow golden with the years. 



When 



Alibis secreted from testimony to the effects 
of living largely inured to the whereabouts of 
yin and yang. The one stride made to believe 
in the other enough to say, that who was where 
when all but nothing happened, but a shadow 
stalking proceedings unseen and only barely felt 
putting feet to the floor. Substance to the 
buoyancy of our being caught somewhere in 
between, being victim and witness to the 
everyday, wearing a blur to disguise its insidious 
proclivities, for breaking the wills of even the 
most stalwart sojourners on their ambles into 
the mystic. Detours into the aplomb of being 
who only they can be and even then but for 
awhile. 



Cosmetic Gravity 



A masterpiece apology for the beauty lost gambling 
on the sluggishness of time in the suburbs. A tree 
dying to leave. The quantifiable downturn in the 
frequency of ineffable experiences, putting a damper 
on the dream life of bruisers, more thumbs than 
knuckles in the saga of borrowed screams from the 
dark. Run of the mill echoes running their cycle to 
creaky silence. Parking the privilege at the door of a 
drastic assumption. The weight of change for a dollar 
brought into the big picture, on a string of light for 
every paradigm brought to bear the cost of starving 
the beast, of a bite of lemon into sinew haunting 
muscles worn to school. Burying the iris in brave 
new loam. 



Spacious 

Room enough to grow tomatoes 
in the imagination and eat meat 
in the slaughterhouse downstairs. 
Mending wrinkles in the time 
needed. An olympiad of baby 
steps stalking the value to a 
therapy of toddles. Circling shapes 
of things, to come clean of complicity 
in storming prison walls. Skipping 
the overture for the silence to 
follow form in the pulpit. 
Conflated to lend flavor its 
texture to what takes the 
tide as invitation. The beaching 
as bastard prayer to come 
aboard. 



A Lacuna to Speak of 

Blind in one eye and deaf in the other. Two lips 
blowing kisses through tip toes around the issue. 
The obvious thoughts serving as an entourage. 
Posies in the diction of the gruff as they speak 
of the unmentionable. Withdrawing a picture to 
look like a horse having to run. As in a book about 
this time of evening. What the universe won't say 
in so many falling stars. Playing checkers by 
queensbury's rules. Being born time and time 
again. Leaving empty free to wander in its 
inimitably common approach to being 
there is where it is. 



Original City 



A tip from the iceberg to bring a jacket for a friend 
brought to tears on a gurney playing pinball to the 
end. Celibate satyrs in pink Cadillacs doling 
affections in a one act play of light. A subsidiary 
twinkle in a glass eye on the time it takes to unveil 
the magic lost in transit. The mystic nonchalance 
churning boat motors in a sea of tears. 
Discount relics, filling the void with 
a rumor on a horse in a parade of a different 
color. At no diminishing return to sanity as 
the clock winds down the stairs. As a lark might 
beat the bushes for gnostic larvae, in the 
summertime of scorched cotton 
and long forgotten runes. 



Logger Heads 



Enfranchising enemies as co-dependents, 
lip servicing a kiss tending the tug of war. 
A misfit in the shoulders clenched to muzzle 
treasure. The taste good to go the way of 
the worm to the core of the problem. 
Stifling the monotones with a splash of gray. 
Rough edges to a scent crossing deserts, to 
gather a flock in chorus. Muted to meld into 
a text of the everyday, to set it right about 
the time the lights go out. Battle cries for 
equality in a motherland's eyes, trained on 
the dancing bears fishing for peanuts in the 
breeze. As it could have been, somewhere, 
between the colors worn to shoo the flies 
to better worlds. In anyone of which the 
beancounters come out on top of the sum, 
to say the clouds have won the day. To 
christen the clarity of crosshairs. Letting 
the grist speak for itself. Tamping the glare 
in an eye for the vibrant, squinting the 
mirages true in fictions of light the 
shadows sell to tourists. 
Foretelling the arrival 
of always the one 
and the same. 



Five Eyes 



Everything's tied up in it. Myopia 
with a flair for transparencies, 
blurred to complement a decor 
befitting the room to breathe. 
The effective cost of attrition, 
determined on fingers pointing 
out what's sorely missing, in 
allowing time its sloth. The dash 
of vim smothered in ambience, 
killing mister fancy pants with 
every breath. The same nothing 
people die for. The glare raging like 
a maniac, until the curtains are 
pulled from the shelf. The whisper 
saddled for defamation. The usual, 
in any of a number of guises, 
donned to muddle the milking for 
the betterment of the greater 
show. The flight of a thought out 
of kilter, a refraction to splay the 
hopes of shadows filling roles, 
conjoining the picture within the 
intricate gilding of a frame of 
minds made up and over. 



Putting Heads Together 

Filial from a plump cushion raising questions 
to the level of comforts, culled from pains 
taken as allies in the struggle to feel aloof. 
One at a time until they're coming from all 
sides, to brew two heads to be poured into 
one hat, and worn like a crown for which 
there is no king. A reckless protocol saddling 
transcendence in the cold. The communal 
unconscious losing balance, as reference to 
the context taking buried as the norm. A palsy 
of hallelujahs in a brisk hurrah, auditioning for 
acclamation in a curtained scurry of thoughts, 
saving the moment from the wasteland behind 
the smile. Dust the pixies flee for fear of fizzling 
in the fuss of cobwebs still partitioning the sun. 
The semblance of a roof for when the rain falls, 
both uphill and down to where it matters how 
many and how few you are. 



Speechless 

Not a wedge word to suffice as ice by means of 
saying, the alternate empties hold cub scout true. 
Mired subtly inviting whilst marketing the feeling it's 
the ground that moves, but little else construed as 
shoes, running only for the lives of their tenants, 
paying a sucker's rent of lesions for ever having 
thought the best of what the worst can be. No 
cinnamon red carpet meandering through the 
literal vacancies, to the nexus where everyone 
is in thinking the tree is barking up the 
wrong dog in the window. With no 
magic words to set it free. 



Carving Your Name 

A splintered sense of piney Utopias needling 
skin thinned, naughty as needed to rear 
foundlings lost to the rapport of sticky fingers 
pointing the way. To the cone harvest giving 
the wooded willies room to run. A vetted 
appreciation of landmarks lost to retrospection, 
then stumbled over in the gathering of thoughts 
for revelation, as to the whereabouts but for the 
trees. The black and white of a hobgoblin's truce 
with the myriad. A forestal nod to surroundings, 
by which leverage is wielded stunting hopes for 
escape, mutating ambitions to climb more into 
than out of places thought reserved for last. 
Parameters kept indoors. Fending off the nothing 
that happens every now and then. By concessions 
made to the now you have it, a blink prior to any 
invitation, to immerse in privileges the crannies 
afford a wilderness. Prone any which way the 
blood runs cold at the fullness of the spectrum. 
Granting a dowry for the eyesore in the window, 
posed as a threat to the balance of comforts, 
taken off guard by the rhetoric of the auction. 
The shadows an estate on which to let time wind 
its way in an expose of indifference, to the 
collaborative traumas stoking the formation of 
woodwork burning to emerge intact. Bewitched 
by astral mumblings at the rear of the 
formation of ice. 



Pictures Taken From You 

Coloring perceptions of the domestic depths 
cleaning house awashed in memory. 
Years stained to shine with the weight squeezed 
from dusk till morning's turn to save the day. 
A tenure chastened ready to wear eight of nine 
times you'll see it before it happens as humus 
for the language. 

A slurry on which to build a temple to stone. 
Bridges burned to fit the strides made losing a 
litany of selves, before finding a fiction hidden 
away. 

A story scrambled over easy as a warning to those 
calming down to say what they meant all along. 



All My Troubles 



Microcosmic biceps flexing petty cash in a come on to the left hand of 
fate. A tepid luster to artificially brightened ideas, tempting a twinkle 
from the eye of a sleeping giant. The kindly hand extended beyond the 
reach of the needy. To say what they mean as a snake in the serpent 
house. Moribund as recluses mixing in with the crowd. Breathing not a 
word left unsaid, to free the hostage from his time to shine. The 
chronically overrated eloquence of silence in burning theatres, cutting 
through the malaise and into the quiescence living as a neighbor to the 
ignored. Sleeping through the alarm in the eyes of the guardians of 
nowhere to be found. Into the valley of slow deceits, until the last 
blizzard blows down from the highlands and into the streets writhing on 
the molten earth. An itch created from scratch, taken twice better late 
than never say die. The yesterday you've earned. A balance of power to 
insights carving cadavers with the same curiosity that killed the cat. 
Lickety split of the hair looking at not from, but through in finding where 
the time has gone. Ago-go. Whipped to curds the old fashioned way. An 
odorless perfume. 



Peripherally Ho 



Eye scream strident pastels all sorties of stories. 
Wits knitting homily mittens for cold hands guilty 
of holding on too long. Cartoon hag feathers to 
blame for the furioso flutter to earth. Words not 
of this language of gestures made plain in the 
window. A face for all treasons suspended by a 
belief the air is lighter than the day it brings. 
Combing the cloud fleece for clues, traversing the 
weak spots in an argument to quench the zeal 
to float. Between the five year plans to make a 
night of it. Words when eaten claws and all the 
people gathered. Deputy splendors adjoining 
the castle for coffee and tea. 



Evening the Tone 

An interminable gist baring fruit as fraud 
on lips picking trees clean of complicity. 
Form to follow caesura. A context mincing 
the dialectic, to questions playing possum 
in the aisles. The undergirding chastened 
by the passage of desires to wriggle, 
through the worst of it unscathed by the 
wailing for which the walls hold little hope. 
Of a chorus unified by ears only for the 
music, the shuffle of perspectives, 
replenishing the topsoil, in anticipation 
of a bumper crop of hands held to 
promises. Strictures subtly inculcated in 
the manufactory of gestures, made plain 
to those who'll never know all the 
shadow assumes as dominion at the 
offing of the light. 



Slogan Ears 



Figurative mire gumming up gears of language 
primed, as tearaway cadaver trousers for a run 
through the fundamentals. An euphemistic coda 
of kisses biting tongues. The commemorative 
shards giving the broken its oomph in the morning. 
Borrowing ears for a stretch in sing song. Questioning 
the flicker as to the origin of the light, storming the 
cracks in the story that keep the house from spinning 
off into space. Jammed in crannies to ferment a brew 
of retort, a shamble of atoms riding a wake on the 
breath taken hostage breaking bread with the quiet. 
Hinting at destinations sanitizing the wonderment of 
being lost. To be heard over a growing appreciation 
of the vastness, haunting the close quarters of the 
message favoring the rich undertones over the 
crowing into the void. In the emptiest of rooms 
from which to hear the others thinking. 
Tippytoeing round tantalus screaming mimis 
at the ogres clustered on the fat lands, 
peering in for guidance as to what to 
say when the lawyers query the score. As the 
illiterate go strictly by the book at the 
end of the rainbow. 



Amulet It Be 



A favorite contortion shopping for a box 
from which to emerge a factor. An open 
ended cold sore on the piehole of a saint, 
culling the pudding from the proof of 
boohoos in the dark. Islands taking a seat 
at a map to the heart beating wild horses 
in the paddock. Rabbits to the punch at 
the back door, of a revision to the whisk of 
the tale left behind. The muted sacrament, 
putting the onus on the shelf to keep the 
peace the hell it is when done right. One 
lucky charm removed from the jungle 
creeping into the community garden, at 
the geologic pace of progress through 
the tunnel's promise of light. 



Curbing Orbits 

As incidental as gravitas in outer reaches, 
pulling back from the edge to see the fringe 
float off the clock. Ancient teased to relevance 
in a stir of dust, revealing the potency of clouds 
come time to hide the silverware. A fabric known 
for clothing horses, with whole regions lost on 
inches nudged from others. A glint storming the 
eye only half opened to the possibilities, mounting 
till they crash into something lost worth finding. 
Requiems for beginners shortly sweet as quick to 
the capture of the moment stood still to meet its 
maker. Anchored in a mist bartered clean of bones, 
squared with a runaway crawl of skin from the fight. 
A crisis between lines paraphrasing the password, 
to a song sung alerting authorities to the presence 
of a miser's grace in silence. An oompah's rhythm 
to a doldrum's place in the sticky mesh of living, 
amidst the whys and wherefores arranged to suit 
prerogatives wandering off the trail into perpetuity. 
The sun setting feet in concrete for racing thoughts 
to catch in the act. Of being where we've never 
been before. 



a.m. 



The ceiling dawns. The crust hardening 
around the edges of scenery, soon to be 
boasting of reality. The slow drip of light 
into lives lost, in the sinking of the titanic 
into here and now. A residual heat of 
passion keeping warm the way it used to 
be. Appeal your eyes and listen. Unfeel 
the touch of velvet, if you can. The abc's 
of body language slurred in resurrection, 
one cowardly appendage at a time to 
celebrate. Ethereal shackles worn as 
jewelry of the beautiful mind, lost 
shopping for a thought. The cockerel 
yodels. A brave new nothing. A 
founder's day to call your own. 



Pilgrim 



A city from the ground up an alley cleaving haves 
from knots in threads wound bright. Enveloping 
earth tones at a core of mooted paradigms, goading 
caricatures to fill the void. Put words in the mouth 
of a marquee, nipping a litany in the bud of coming 
attractions to the rush of traffic in the air. The push 
and shove of light keeping eyes to the grindstone of 
imagery, to dazzle the rubes stepping off of curbs into 
trouble. The stuff of which way home grown heavy in 
the crossing the babylons between the hedges. The 
neon summons of the fluid to join the effect of 
unknown causes, for the allure of the lostness that 
stolen freedoms leave behind. As legacy forming 
the fundament of which way to turn invisible 
when the nimbi finally make it right. 



Glib Mime 



A raconteur of stillness charming essence 
from revelation, a distillery of oft echoed 
rejoinders to the quiet tamping murmurs. 
Given take of stipends from a hush falling 
over all possibility of escape. 
Before the calm subsumes the wrinkling 
in the fabric. 

A fruit of what anyone can see, to have 
miser's equity in the fight song of the 
tedium, droning artificial flavors for the 
pie that must be eaten with others. 
Those best left to speak of what the 
silence has said to them. 



Nearly Afar 



The failings of March, accruing into April, breaking ice of its habit of 
melting at the sight of the homecoming queen. Subsequently, at random 
by shrinkwrapping Christmas, stretching outer limits to allow inner spaces 
their chance to fill the void. The dietary losing weight in forgetting how 
the story goes. A salty serendipity unearthing mummy dearest. A floral 
display of reckless conformism punctuating the language of the primal 
with the tenuous pink. The elements, but bit players in the antics of the 
cavalier, slowly leading to starring roles in the importance of being 
earnest. In counterpoint to the pulse at the root of arrhythmia. 
Converging harmonically at the dinner tabling of discussion, of what lies 
and lies beneath the surface to casualties of conversation. The pigeon 
toed transience of thoughts in dirty clothes, lending color to the graffiti 
fleshing out those imperious vacancies in solitude. 



One Quarter Master 

Pliable inventories shrinking to suit that empty feeling 
for the light switch in the middle of the day. The being 
regurgitated into a world of new sensations. A measure 
of boldness to the headlines, in the fullness of circles 
holding karma to the geometry of its youth. A standard 
hyperbole. That implicit festoonery to the air freshened 
by the rubble of failed superlatives. Ever more decorative 
statuary, plugging holes in all that won't stand still. For all 
a warehouse holds against its walls. Monotony as an 
industry unto itself. A sea of slosh and slither, through 
cracks in the argument for head over arse in walking out 
the door. Adding up to who knows what might come 
crawling out of order. Traversing a long stretch of 
threshold to finding firm footing the bill. The door ajar. 
Livening up a dull lullaby with a surly dream that can't 
wait to go to sleep. 



Splendorous Grass 



Fertilize odd moments with the patience necessary. The 
other foot, more suitably anchored to measure strides 
made in exhuming the foot in the door. To curb the 
appetite for mango in the arctic. In the sixth sense of 
knowing the less the more is learned. One in front of the 
other performing a parody of leading the way. A last tour 
of the mansion sorely purchased to house the weaklings 
of sleep. Vapors woven into shirts to wear in who can't 
help but wonderland. At a distance prescribed in denial 
of what they're hiding in the wide and open spaces back 
home. 



If 9 were 6 

Chasms in action taken to resolve a quandary 
at large. 

Where this ephemera has hair on its nipples. 
This fine feathered giraffe has stuck its neck 
out long enough. 

Where ceilings are etched with subtleties. 

A mystery as to the colors is being squared with 

features of those sure to notice shades of gray. 

The ridges in the plain as day old as Methuselah. 
That the dirty little in the hand is taken to the 
birds in the shrub-a-dub. That the complexities 
rule the details finding a home in the wilderness 
of hurt. 

All to be at a distance prized for its brevity 
in getting to the point of no return. Absence, 
in its guise as elevation, staving off the joker 
riding herd on the riddle finagling with 
the sensible below. 



Belonging Here 

A sprained fog of feet taking steps dissecting 
a stupor, for insights allowed in looking the 
other way. The ineluctable still having holes 
in its socks. The sneakier ones passing muster 
bold as brass beds in the oven as the bugler 
plays taps to death. The carpet reddened 
with blood the dreams make run the gamut. 
An ellipsis escorting the immobile off the 
lawn. A ballyhoo are you in the dark. The 
footprints of loyal subjects of investigation 
dictating the pace of discovery in the closets 
of the lush. The cubic feet per second 
lieutenants rifling through their favorite 
salutes to the gravity. The yawn into the fray 
of hours framing scurries as the run 
for their lives. 



Indicative 

Peripheral lectures disguised as echoes babbling 
like water in the ear of an ostrich. A limited warranty to a 
ringing attuned to finding grace in sleep. A gosling's sense 
of history. True to a truant's sense of timing, the intervals 
between the bumps and the night, the pinches and the 
coming to. To change the way the world keeps changing. 
Struggling to conform to a boundary drawn to resemble 
one grand gesture in the interest lost coming of age. 



And They're Off 



Ready, dulcet, go slow through the first turn 
of the cheek into a cockroach and be glad it 
happened only to you. The secret army has 
every reason to be antsy in the sturgeon laden 
streams of thoughtlessness, holding the empire 
to its promise to be dull. Daft for delicious as 
the crow flies, in the face of all we stand still 
for on the dance floor. Remote, at moments 
of climactic intimacy, performed in a proxy of 
translatable souls bartering for time, in a slang 
of equations adding up to please not here, not 
now. Mooting primal concerns. The welfare of 
ineffable hearts taunting the plastique of ruddy 
cheeks. The rancid liturgies of vanity providing 
the compost, to imaginable gardens producing 
harvests of chubby jowls and thin excuses. 
Damnable submersions beneath a facade of 
skin, still tingling as if with what the ersatz 
offers us all. A respite put to test the will of 
time to falter. Riot torn feelings for the music 
tearing into the fabric of a simple tune, still 
squatting sotto voce as the world drones and 
the cases of dengue fever multiply in the hearts 
of those who know it's true. 



Gordium 

Following orders into the forest from which return 
is postage due. The curious gawking inward. To run 
a gamut off its tracks in its own unique and diffident 
way to town. A road too low to travel lightly. Requiems 
of the opening bell bringing tears to the ante up a tree 
too tall to climb. It's all different now. With its winding 
ways to going where it can't do any harm to the 
reasons it's grown so late. The tainted pretty a please 
wheezes. A reckless pause at full speed putting inertia 
at risk of being an asterisk in an eulogy. A pose struck 
dead by lightning for standing still at last. 



Erasmus and Fuss 



Virtually virgin cocktail wagging dog days till they froth 
all over a calendar spurring holidays for their juice. The 
equatorial blood of a balanced ball in space spinning off 
into a spray of acid rain, dousing the daisies freckling the 
crater in the doctrine of better holes in the earth. Fruited 
panoplies pervasive on a shower curtain shielding Uncle 
Jill from conclusions of the court, the tennis left behind 
the eight ball on the lawn at the foot of a full house. 
Dreamily intended to shelter a multitude, when the push 
comes to shoving as it's destined to do as done by those 
with little else to offer, but a belly willing to wrestle with 
the lord in swallowing the story of how it ends in the 
arms. At the behest of a bequest made to play the role 
of burden, in a skit the children torture in thanksgiving 
to the will of the people no more. 



Extemporaneously Untitled 



The synonymous with the anonymous going by Bill 
to Bob's wedding at Jim's house. Dan is there with 
Ann, spicy mustard in their voices. Connie thanks her 
lucky stars. The camels mewl pitilessly in some distant 
storybook, painting rainbows in a panorama of flannels, 
putting the dowager to sleep while Charlotte laughs. 
An impenetrable flock of hummingbirds taking the 
shortest route to serendipity, through a narrative 
passage indicting the sun for the intolerable heat. 
Chuck for his chuckle. The munchkins of a tall tale 
for their ascendancy to the heights of despair. 



Rural Ontology 

Ritual plugging holes in time's blank stare. 
To hold the hours together in a progression 
keeping here there, where it should be. Not 
off foundering in water the river leaves 
behind. Fleshing out effigies from stolen 
glimpses past cushions of facade, to fill the 
space for fear of finding the edge. The widows 
of the dead tired dressing up Lothario, as he 
sleeps between lines drawn from wealth 
thought lost in passing on. Thick hints on 
a sparse expanse of conclusions to be drawn 
from lack of accommodation. Foibles factored 
as evolving points of contention within 
uncertain circles to the swirl of the nebulae. 
The dance of the monads through the binary 
code to the here and now you've done it 
as it is. 



Manu Propria 



One giggle shy of a hundred light comedies parallel parking the plexus to 
the curb. Stillborn to run from what they're trying to say. As if every echo 
had a footstep to come home to. Between the spontaneous and the 
buried for the duration. Fantastical suggestions of missing wealth 
dissecting a mote in a stampede of iotas, as those with an eye for the 
little things catch drift. The unrelenting inroads made by deserts into 
bedtime stories, freezing the sweat of good soldiers at night. The tone of 
the sky on the days between the reasons, the tomorrows come to put the 
colors into a perspective you can see. Catching hold of semantic handles 
to what can't be said to make them laugh as they once did at Gog. 



Rented Hearts 



At the risk of laughing at it being human 
outside. The way it was in the cribbage 
of the day. Picking pockets as prizewinners 
in the regatta of sinking ships. Settling 
the gradient of recline to the slosh in the 
shallows as they speak. A twisting to the 
story of the arm behind the back, of the 
building trust in a way out of trouble. 
Putting the forest back the way they found 
it then lost it again, in the wilderness of a 
stomach for how far the fall into pieces is. 
The sky turning earthy in the ravings of the 
dusk. Poised and vestigial. Stowaways the 
light forgave the darkness gobbles up. 



Father 



A sentimentally colonial pat on the head 
stunting inquiries into any embarrassment 
of riches 

Any question of gangrene changing hands, 
motions tabled to feed variably eclectic 
appetites, for swelling margin's murk 
with the persuasions of music 

A marching tune to the engine driving a 
commerce gingerly held in contempt 

Pushed as well as pulling its deceit of 
objects into play, as obstacles to 
destinies imposed upon others 

Ficklings of the fate to call your own 



Adelphi 



A salivary quotient to spitting rainbows past 
where color might do some good with crimes 
against decorum in the eyes. At the bottom of 
a search into the need not to see too far. The 
hard edge of a nocturne from the dungeons 
of a nod and a wink. Passage made dragging 
anchor through straits in the mire lapping at 
the shore of a lazy heart. The shapeless finding 
their hats to wear, giving a head a place to 
come home to. A slump's true leanings tilting 
the verandah, to conclusions made of more 
than wood. Attempting to corral the wizard's 
musk with a metaphor, capable of climbing 
trees in the maelstrom with even less to offer 
the fury than the fog. 



Leeward 

A peek out from behind a reason for being. 
In answer to a question not asked but in 
body language sweetened with remorse, that 
the quiet poses as a possibility of life stalking 
lesions to their bloom. The indeterminate 
fortitude of remnants shining through a 
taffeta of reasons why. The sweet liqueur 
of acquiescence to orphaned noises settles 
at odd tangents to the roiling in the cul de 
sac. With curling toes in a retrospective, 
intended to capture yet another snowman 
in the wild of reasons the summer never 
seems to end. The harsh muddle of the 
mind folding laundry in shapes to fit the 
verdict not yet rendered fat. The tit for 
tat taking the tot to task for what's 
filling the box in his noggin. 



Harkening the Day Away 

As in a palindrome without recourse to retraction. 
Rutted road to fame in silhouette. Ample fish in the see. 
The Hapsburgers grilled with fries casting grease at squeaky 
wheels, rolling past the meaning less to evoke the more the 
merrier they fall. Sedated scrum of elders in pose with a past 
that lost the race. A conundrum squeezed to a limpid clarity 
of doffed hats in the ring of fire, smoke signals sent as valentines 
to the nether side of the coin's realm. A fringe benefit of being 
stuck in the middle, of the conveniently amorphous shaping up 
as trouble. Putting test to the gravity of sinking feelings. A retort 
to the calm mustered in layers of amnesia, topping off the 
ulterior in getting under the radar looking for the end 
to rhyme. 



Suddenly 

Veritable in the rueful sense imposed via subterfuge 
in a tilt of autumn's gray toward darkness. A tunnel 
digging beneath a surface besmirched by a sense of 
itself, etching patterns of behavior in the everyday 
postponing the second coming of tomorrow. Putting 
the morning at risk of losing yesterday, to 
recriminations of the day before. The lapsed frontier 
to a deja vu of the ocean. All that could be if it 
weren't when it isn't measured one way, but tallied 
in another more likely to invite strangers into the 
house. A glib flippancy into the catechism of a faith 
in gravity, keeping time grounded in a belief it 
never happens all at once. 



Acing Chemistry 



Polemic kisses biting tongues spoken in polarities, 
to keep the periphery at the core of the eddy kissing 
the hard place goodbye. Plastic academies molding 
animal crackers to perform for the hungry in the 
flesh. Speak to life after death has had its say, with 
an ear to the sarcophagus or them in the long run to 
the short of it, the ghettos of asphodel springing up 
to please. Today doesn't have to add up to tomorrow. 
Give it time. A comma for the lava fields to pass the 
litmus of the palatable broiled to a tangy bruise on 
the soul. 



Making Them Understand 

A gray area laced with tourists 
come to see rainbows fraternize 
with the night. The bats burst 
out from under the bridge, by 
the millions made posing as 
charity to the widows of the 
telethon crying for more. 
Putting the egg above all the 
chickens ever counted upon, 
to defend the fort in these times 
of gloaming skies. Boastful 
complaints of complicity in the 
anarchy destined for a picnic, 
in the park and ride your bicycle 
to that special moment waiting 
at the kissing end of the toad. 



Trusting Instincts to Sleep 



Carbon dating juveniles for a fertile decorum raising antes 
in a garden on the lawn. Following your mind made up to 
look like a silhouette. A frumptious amalgam spurning the 
one and only for a slow drizzle of spices, narrowing the nth 
down to a chair with a cushion for pushing the errancies 
away. Pulling bullets for evidence in a trial by litmus. A silence 
insulated by chatter soaring to heights unheard of. 
Over the meridian and into the amenities in keeping with a 
rhythm to the heart where light ventures wary. Escorting 
phantom pains past the prodigal and into the prophetic 
as the sirens sing a familiar ditty for a half life invested 
in sleep. A legless notion of great speed attained, in 
slowing down to smell the offal for the molasses that 
it is. Seeing no weevils in the cotton until the die 
is cast and the fabric spun to gypsy dust. 



With Sauce 

Flibberty giblet corn fed stories 

of heroic binges of charity, 

feeding the appetite 

for having given it all away. 

A dyslexic take on a zip code of behavior, 

coming up lemons in the hands of the 

postman. Ringing twice the normal 

speed of light and fluffy words 

from home. Commas 

with saddles to ride the silence, 

to a meaning between the 

lines etched in faces making 

the weathermen who they are. 

Characters in an antagonist's drawl 

fleshing out an alibi for convalescence, 

thinly veiled in the thick of a limp 

through the Russian revolutions 

of the door. 



As the Words are Discounted 

it's not what but rather what's not asked 
between lines already explicitly written 
to say the very opposite of what's implied 
to make a difference meld into trends 
once thought unconscionable but now 
merely gruff around the edges wrought 
from a template of cadavers kept like a 
sacred truth on ice until the time is right 
to unveil what's been a long time coming 
to the last realization allowed the living 
culled from memory in the form of a 
shrinking sensation as the world balloons 
to both surround and contain all within 
reach of being bargained for by simply 
being there or no 



Birthmark 



Siamese libertarians feeling pulled one way then the other 
mother of invention in the field. Stigma's pony ride through 
the tar pits the pendulum drags to the downs on a whim to 
run. Mutants dressed to meld into the confluence of a myriad 
of mighty rivers, spilling their secrets in unifying themes putting 
postage on the flotsam taking to sea. As the derelicts open the 
marginalia for business, at a time pulled from layaway in 
putting the forgotten first. Concrete florsheims on the ghosts 
of regrettable partitions, of an estate of sighs at the sight that 
never leaves the room to find its way. Through the periwinkles 
and into the denser foliage, cloistering epic confusions with the 
everyday of improbable footing looking in for a way out to a 
lunch worth eating words to the wise guys. Picking mudders 
in a drought suspending belief from a parasol as the desert 
winds blow Jericho to its fate. 



What Will It Be? 



What's what falls flat for what's not but what's 
lacking, when asked what's more or less whenever 
you want. A river of what's been missed, cutting 
through if not one promised land, then another. 
The world is littered with them. Antique ambitions 
drawn in forgetful sand. Pockmarked musings 
glossing a hilly terrain, buffering horizons that end 
in water if chased far enough, until the bubbles 
rise with answers from the depths to say beware 
of the behemoths in dreams. Who's who behind 
the cheesecloth. What's what as it's always been. 



Pie on Earring 

Minervas of steel bulking up on brain food, thoughts 
the thinking leaves behind. An honest glimmer of 
perjured light obscuring faces to resemble. A little alot 
drawn to look like naught all over. Rote spontaneity 
making majesty of moments squirreled for treasure's 
posture in a contour of sands. The old saccharine and 
out. A stipend droning truisms in faux complicity with 
the music that was to be. A flagrant tenor pushing ears 
to the wall. A blemished sensation, riddled with oaths 
to perpetuity. As the bellicose mount whispers in the 
morning do and don'ts wearing thin slippers on the 
hardwood floor. Bound to be held captive to the 
spectacle, the play of light and love to the rhythms 
of an apologia explaining it all away. An old favorite 
making sense of the disparate as they want to be 
or not. A part of. Those cravings taking the elastic 
approach to telling time it's time after all. One more 
alligator beating the crocodile to tears for the 
willies and the wee. 



Segues All Day 



Elliptical popsicles of shady memory, in a struggle 
to hear the ice cream truck. The echo in the hourglass. 
School bells tolling. A flea running away with the 
circus, only to find. A gray mouthful of advice in the air. 
A collection of chicken muscles in the offing, sworn 
to avenge the scarecrow lurking within. A blue moon 
every month. A place, where the dead cats have 
possibilities. The schadenfreude puts smiles where 
they belong. The cool breezes taking the ice as inspiration, 
to put the rabid penguins out to prowl for the souls 
of little boys. Where the dog went to heaven on a 
work visa. The grins on the ghouls went to hell where 
they belong. 



Glib 



Nitwitty rejoinders to remarks made of lead 
falling on the foot of Nijinsky. 
Tarnished silver serving pheasant to the 
toothless frisking facts for weapons at 
the door. 

A cut leaving blood in the butter spread to 
cover holes in the alibi saving the jailer a 
a soul to talk to. 

A selective remembrance creating a collage 
slowly undressing the neighbor in a search 
for warts to be read as runes fleshing out 
the untellable time of day. 



all in it together 

A polyped parity invoking a tiptoe 
past due heel forward falling a 
step behind. An open question 
closed in answer tempting the 
curious, to wonder why the burden's 
met at the door. The two faced 
getting the third degree, past the 
ushers with eyes only for the 
foremost their minds allow their 
peepers to see. The paradoxical 
symmetry with which a limp lends 
dance its poignancy, in getting the 
wounded through the waltz eating 
into the time to dine on footsteps 
down the stairs. Landing in lieu 
of lifting off in the up and over, 
what lies in the lurking underfoot 
of those who lose the rhythm 
when looking for the cause. 



Buffering 



Facile adjectives draping the poker faced for inclusion 
among the well dressed. An episodic fruitcake fit to be 
foundered into more easily manageable portions of the 
roar. It makes them less likely to take up musical comedy 
as a forte. Corruption as a mere hobby with so much to 
steal, from so many who have it coming to this. Cruel 
and usual occurrences, supplementing the smell of 
bacon in the kitchen. The darning of wool over eyes 
in a delicious adagio piloting islands to the heartland. 
Airtight wearing team colors into character for the ides, 
as a drop in a splash turning tides of a history, already 
written to absolve the living of their roles in the end. 
A silken indemnity for liabilities incurred, at tangents 
to the being where it matters how you look. If the 
hours roll by the book. The ships dock in harbors 
where the waters run thick beneath the surface 
unbroken for years. A litany of needs as many as 
lost as in the listing found upon inquiry, lurking 
tendered in codes of body language. Critiques 
to rarefy the air we breathe. 



At a Standstill Glance 

A pithy sense of oneself. Shorthanded. 
A clumsily placed fulcrum, coaxing the 
engine to do the work. Rupture's text 
to read a scar assumes the risk. Sanding 
over captions to the fall in the price of 
a Rome of your own. Cosmetic runs 
through the lien holdings of an alphabet 
in convalescence. Asphalt orchards of a 
hypothetical rapture, bridging the schisms 
at the sight of archival footage, holding 
the past still so the refugees might run 
for their lives. The border regions 
that come and go leaving only 
the recipe for here I am behind. 



Sure Wood 



A forest stumped for an answer 
as to where to sit. From whom 
to seek shelter, in houses gutted 
by old flames, coming back to 
haunt the furnace for the hearth. 
Culling the herds of the listless 
for the brightest of those eyes 
lost in sleep. To separate the 
wood from the wooden, when 
asked to loosen a grip, on a 
hand in the making it what it 
is. Confounding the unmitigated 
with alloys of discretion, in 
fending off the queries from 
those who might do some good. 
Anchor the garden to the ground. 
Meet the qualifications in the alley. 
An one for all intents serving 
as a purpose, for what might 
have been, as well as for what 
narrowly is. As good a reason 
as any to plant a tree. 



Sevens 



An intimate gathering of coincidence catching 
a pastiche on the fly. Excellent dissuasions 
deterring the obvious from appearing when 
expected to show. A hand, in the making the 
invisible what it is. Or isn't, as only the hand 
knows. A fat chance on the straight and 
narrow filling out an enigma's britches. The 
feel of vellum, carrying the word as if the 
weight was more than paper could bear. All 
light but no heat of the moment best bronzed 
in autumn leaves. In the wee hours of dust 
slowly amounting to what is explained away 
as sand. Sworn to eulogy of the unknown 
most of all. When shouting out what would 
have been as it could have been if it weren't 
for what chances are. 



Present 

Lucky to have me stuck grinning at death of any way 

to know reclusion by rubbing shoulders without the years 

of groundwork laid out in perky rows of azaleas just 

now dawning as he gently dozes off to the hell in his own 

handbasket of memory slept through 

to applaud the fabulous essence of what comes 

packaged as fluff to the pillow and little more or less 

the time it takes to rumble in the jungle and be off 

before the police put on their fashion show of blue 

for all the good it does the poor in getting drunk 

to save the sober the trouble in driving home 

the point well taken to mean the end is 

as promised, near 



